204                               BECKET.                           ACT v.

MONKS.
Come, then, with us to vespers.

BECKET.

How can I come

When you so block the entry ?    Back, I say !

Go on with the office.    Shall not Heaven be served

Tho' earth's last earthquake clash'd the minster-bells,

And the great deeps were broken up again,

And hiss'd against the sun ?         [Noise in the cloisters.

MONKS.

The murderers, hark!
Let us hide ! let us hide !

BECKET,

What do these people fear ?

MONKS.
Those arm'd men in the cloister.

BECKET.

Be not such cravens!
I will go out and meet them.